The air was so packed with aeroplanes that sardines in com-
parison seemed to be lolling in luxury. The cloud ceiling was
low, about 2000 feet, and in that narrow space hundreds of
machines swooped and zoomed, spitting fire at each other and
at the troops below.

Nickel, my Toronto pilot, dived on German troops marching
along a road, machine-gunning them furiously through the
airscrew, and as he turned to regain height I continued with
my gun. Black anti-aircraft shells burst on all sides; and the
flaming onions, green incendiary projectiles that rose as if tied
together on a string, came groping towards us. Aeroplanes flashed
by on all sides, friend and foe almost impossible to distinguish.

We dropped our bombs on a German battery, zoomed cloud-
ward, and my heart missed a beat, for immediately above us a
German fighter dropped out of the clouds. He flew the same
course, his landing wheels almost touching our top plane, the
black crosses almost near enough for me to touch. Here at last
was the enemy, after three and a half years of war. Frantically,
in the rear cockpit of the swaying, bumping, racing aeroplane, I
swung my machine-gun on its rotary mount and blazed away
into the brown fabric above me. It fell over, just as Read's
machine had fallen over, and dropped past us, showing its
stomach like a dying fish, down and down, and crashed near
the railway embankment at Achiet le Grand. For the first time,
in my definite knowledge, I had inflicted some damage on the
enemy. We went home, inspected the bullet holes in our
aeroplane, and I had a little cross, with a date against it,
painted on the barrel of my machine-gun.

St. George's Day, and the British Nwy, with a flicker of
Nelson, dashed across the Channel and sank a couple of
cruisers in the mouth of Zeebrugge Harbour to bottle up the
German submarines lying in the Bruges Canal. On that same
morning Nickel and I went up on patrol and were climbing
from the aerodrome, about 300 feet up, when I heard a crash.
I saw nothing, but knew what had happened. We had collided
with another aeroplane. I felt Nickel wrenching at broken
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